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I wish we could go shares in one another's energy. I
have much more than I can do with in this hen-coop.
I would swap it for some of your pain, my dear old
Mother, but that is easier said than done.

One gets one's ideas from within and one wants no
proofs, and so one has none to give to another. Con-
viction is above abstract reasoning; I never feel that I
have suffered for any of my sins half enough, so that I
should fed in no way surprised or disappointed by any
bodily ailment that happened to me, such as losing a
hand or getting Consumption. . . .

At the beginning of May an epidemic of small-
pox was raging in Gloucester. Wilson, being then
at home, packed his bag as if for London, and
having without his parents' knowledge secured
admission to the Isolation Hospital, spent a day
there * seeing every type in every stage,' and then
walked to Churchdown where he lay out on the
hill to disinfect before continuing his journey.

In September he was beginning his Midwifery
Course, with little sleep and long hours in the
slums, relieved by the constant companionship of
his friend John Fraser with whom he used to spend
hours with some chocolate and rolls on Wimbledon
Common in what he called * one of God's ditches,'
watching the nightingales, night-jars, and other
birds.

But the strain of a year's work at high pressure
on short commons could not but tell: though
he had tried to tone himself up by long walks to
Oxford and elsewhere, th<^ effort had resulted in
acute tonsillitis; and in Octqber Dr. Rolleston,
under whom he was working, recommended his
returning home for another week as he appeared
run down in health ; ' I need hardly say I am net